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that long ago, and I don't want to be laughed at.
But I wish somebody would find the horse. We are
all so irritated and nervy about it, life is getting un-
bearable. Even the cat has developed a temper. My
father says he is going to give you another three days
and if no news comes he is going to scratch the horse
for the Derby/'
"He shouldn't do that/' said Alec. "Give the
police time."
" You can't hurry the East," Mrs Nixon reminded
her. " And a policeman out East is about the most
dilatory thing in Nature."
The conversation was interrupted by the loud im-
portant voice of Robert, whose dignified, white-robed
figure, slightly swollen with indignation, drew all eyes.
" Go away!" said Robert again in Malay, address-
ing some unseen person in the front garden. " Go
away!"
" I wonder what he's got there," muttered Nixon.
" Nobody I want to see, I hope. It's a hobby of his,
scaring people."
He got up and walke'd towards the veranda.
" Robert angry speaking," he said in English. ** Hot
day coming, Robert's inside boiling, outside perspir-
ing, draught blowing, Robert sick feeling, coffin
making, Robert planting."
** Master must speak to this beggar," said Robert.
" Me he obeys not"
Alec Nixon looked over the veranda. Those at the
table were startled to hear his exclamation of sur-
prise.
" Go away at once," he roared in Malay. " Get out !**